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DR. SLOAN’S SECRET

Story of a Suppcsed Sensation

BY O. 5. ADAMS.

PART I.

It was always & pleasure to work under Wil-
bur. He was & model city editor. Reporters
are quick to discers judgment, tact, sagacity and
enthusiasm in the ehief who directs their laborl_:
and Wilbur possessed these qualities to an emi-
pent degrea. Besides, he waa invariably ecol,
eourtecus and econsiderate; so that with the re-
spect which he inspired in every member of the
staff was mingled & warmer feeling of personal
sttachment. Of course, be ruled absolutely;
but, If the sinews of his power were stesl, the
touch of his hand was velvet; so that he wasa

Jeader racher than a despot, and our recognized
soirit in the ceaseless search for news.
lﬂm Wilbur has nothing in particular to
do with the events that are to be ralated, except
that he issued the order which led to my partie-
jpation in them. I have meationed his charae-
teristics merely to empbasize the unquestion-
ing alacrity with which that order was cbeyed,
and to show the spirit that prevailed among the
eight reporters of the Morning Clarion.
1t was balf-past 10 ocloek at night Fora
rarity, my assignments bad been early and easy
oves, sud notbing remasined before me but
vgkirmish”" work. I was just about to take a
stroll in seareh of pick-up items, when Wilbur
emerged from his seven-by-nine room sod
stepped up to my desic
“Denging,” he said, I want you to gooutto
Dr. Sloan’s asylum. Get an interview with the
Doctor, and look through the institution with
}m eyes wide open. Cet back to th.o office at
12 o’elock, and then you can have an hour and a
balf to write up what you discover in a eolumn.”
1 listened with surprize and dismay to tius de-
mand, snd gave Wilbur a look of dubious in-
quiry. B} bhe was as imperturbed as if & church

festival had been the subjeet under considera-
tion, while his face preserved a sphinx-like

gserenity. I saw at oues that questioniog would

itless, and that oy mission was to be per-
m without aay pieconceind notions of
what might be the cutcome of the expedition.
Wilbur immediately withdrew into his sanctum
and nothing but prowopt action lay before me.

Equipped with pencil and paper, those two lit-
tle impiements the ures of wnich are boundless
in their possibilities, 1 left the office and took a
atrest-car which was to convey me to the out-
skirts of the city. The errand before me wasa
delicate one. To wake up the proprietor of a
lunatie asylum at that unreasonable hLoaur, and
ecolly inform him that I had eome to look over
bis institution, required an amount of ‘‘merve
somewhat in excess even of that which the wvet-
eran reporter is eredited with exercising in the
oft-bappening emergencies of bis calling.

As &c street-car moved along, 1 began to gat
my wits in shape, and three trains of thought
sook jon of my brain. First, it was de-
gidedly flatiering to be selected to do this
strangs night's work; second, it must be donme
well: third, it would requirs cooiness, and tact,
and perbaps quickness of thought and action.
Then the pride of craft sod the ambition for
success eame as stimulating impulses, and all
besitation had vanished wben the end of the
siree ine was reached.

'l‘h:::rnlil? remained a walk of three minutes,
sad this + me before a massive stone
building, all sides of whish exeept the front
opened into s jous yard encompassed by a
gloomy-looking wail twelve feet in height Is
was s bright moonlighs night, and the outlnes
of the edifice stood out in bold relief against a
clear sky. Silenee reigned unbroken except by
the whistling of the erickets and tree-toads.
Osly two lights were visible about the building
—aone shining faintly through the transom over
the front door, and the otber glimmering from a
eorner window in the third story, where, per-
ebance, scme poor mind distorted bumaan being
was writhing in an agony of delusion, demied
even the respite of sleep. .

Buat the occasion mthnot one for ren:enon,

I quiekly ascended the stone steps and gave
::fdo»wf a vigorous pull  The silence that
succesded was oppressive. Five minutes passed
without any response, and I rang again.

After & brief interval there came a voice,
startling in its suddenness and in the pecniiar
hissing sound acquired by its passage through
the keybole.

“Who's therel” J

] wish to see Dr. Sloan,” I responded.

*“What is your business with him?”

“If you-will open the door I will give you my

“We don't open the door at this time of
pight.” .

“But | must see the Doetor. _

“You will bave to call to-morrow mornine.
He is in bed, and it's against the rules to disturb
him at this hour.”

“But hola on!" I execlaimed; the sound of re-
eeding footsteps came from within, indicating
that thers was no intention to admit ma
Silence then suceeeded, and it was evidently
taken for granted that | would abandon my pur-
pose of seeing Dr. Sloan. But reporters of the
Clarion were not accustomed to surrender so
easily, and after five minutes’ pau=e I again
rang the bell vigorously.

Very soon there came thq sound of a quick
sod emphatic tread, and the voice whispered

v through the key-hole:

“Well, what is itI”

*“I want to see Dr. Sloan.”

“If you don's stop this disturbance and take
yourself away, 1 'IYI oall a policeman.”

““That woz't do any mood. Tell Dr. Sloan
that Mr. Demming, of the Morning Clarion,
wants to see him on important business.”

“Waell, I'll tell him, but it won'tdo any good.’

“No fooling now,” 1 replied. “If you don't
come back within five minutes I will ring again
snd keep it op till daylight” !

The result was that the door wasopenad with-
i the specifiad time, and I was admitted into a
dimly lighted ball. I found myselfin the pres.
ence of a cialwart young fellow, who scannpgd me
with » somewhast sarly look

“] am sorry to disturb the doctor,” I said,
“but it coulden’t be helped.”

“Come on" he said shortly, and led the way
up a broad stairway. We went directly to the
doctor's private study, which opened into his
slecping apartment. The man withdrew, and
1 could bear the doetor moving about as if dress-
ing. Two minure® latter he appeared. He was
» magnificent spsciman of stalwart manhood—
Iarge of frame, of model proportions, with a face
furlf.of intellectnal power, and eyes which were
clear, penetrating and charged with bhypnotie
lorce.

1 srose and faced bim, while he gazed at me
with stern inquiry.

' evening, Dr. Sloan.”

He bowed slightly.
“I have come on a» somewhat peculiar er-
rand.”
"_Kindly make it known as briefly as possi-

His voies was deep, and possessed a peeculiar
vibeatory ring, rather than mellowness of tone,
Clearly, he was one accustomed to inspire re-
mect aod impe! obedience on the part of others.
But my pars was pot to be cowed. Any display
of trepidation wou!d bave resulted in the certain
defeat of my object. So I replied coolly:

*1 have come to look aver your asyium.”

“What!" he ejacuisted with asudden infusion
of anger that made his voise sound almost like
s growl

“Aod write it up for tomorrow mornings
Clarion.” | added calmly.”

At this Dr. 8loan burst into s snort of ocon-
temptaous langhter, while he glared at ma from
ibe towering heizbt of an outraged dignity.

“Young man.” he said, doesn’t it strike vou
‘bat this is & piece of superb impudence””

“It may bave that look to a casualobserver,”
[admitied. :

“] never observe anything casually,” he inter-

rapted.

*Certainly not but [ am actiog under ordera.”

“Whose orders!”

“Those of the management of the paper.”

“And I decline to permit you to go
through the institution.”

. “Well, sir: that would subjeet me to the morti-
fication of reporting to the city oditor that I had
failed to work my assignment Besides"—1 hes
ftated. 3

“Welll”

“] should be obliged to report that you de-
clived to permit an inspection of the institn-
tion¥”

“Is that intended as a threat!” be asked, eye-
inz me intently and deflantly. _

“Certainly pot, sir. The city editor would
make such use of the informartion as be saw fie.”

A curious emile passed over the Doctor’s tace.

*| assure you I am not here from personal
choice.” | continued. *‘but the Clarion reporters
sre not accustomed to shrink from obeying or-
ders ”

*“Well, sir.” he said, after a moment's reflee-
tion, and with a toueh of grim Dumer in his
veoice, I will not subjeet you to the mortifica-

tion of reportiog s farlare You shall ios
the institution, and you shall do it Mugr‘
will warrant you that your curiosity will L
_ we are throngh. How

devote to the taskl”
ten miuutes " | replied, after
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miking at my watch and making a brief caleu-
on.
“That will do very well. Come on. You shall
.z&!oto every ineb of the building!”
ithout further ceremony Dr. Sloan preced-
od me into the main hall, and we began the tour

of ln‘?oeﬂon.

““Where is your note -booki” heg asked.

“] never use one except in takicg long speech-
es or statisties,” I replied.

From room to room we went, now to the
apartment of a fierce looking, bearded man,
now to that of a sad-faced, hopeless woman,
thence to a closet, or a store-room. Most of the
patients were asleep, bnt occasionally there was
one whose wild eyea refused to close.

We accidentally awoke one beautiful young
girl, When we first beheld her, her face was
serene in sleep, and so placid that 1t was difii-
culs to believe that she was a lunatic. But as
she stirred and opened her eyes a change came.
The look of a tortured soul ¢ame upon her face,
all intelligence vanished, and she began to rave.
The transition waas startling and frightfal.

The Doctor spoke to her. sternly at first, thea
kindly, and soonp restored her to composure. We
left her sleeping. Ier attendant, a middie-aged
woman who lay on a couch, contemplated the
proceedings with evident disvleasure, but appar-
ently did not feel at liberty tospeak any word of
protest to Dr. Sioan.

The Doctor led ms a wearisome journey.
Through long hallways, from one room to an-
other, we tramped, and discovered nothing but
tbe most perfectt order, and a system which ap-
parently worked for tho greatest welfare and
comfort of the unfortanate inmates of the asy-
lum.

*1 believe you have seen everything,” said
Dr. Sloan, as we finally approached the front
stairway again and wers about to descend to
the outer door.

“] sssure you [l am wvery much obliged ™ I
said. ““Your institution seems to be a model
one.”

“Thank yon,” replied the Doetor, dryly.

In truth, I was rather disappointed. I had
made no discovery even remotely bor ering on
the sensational, and would be at my wits’ ends
to write anything concerning the ionstitution that
would possess any elements of nevelty or inter-
est.

But the unexpected always happens. Just as
we were half-way down the stairs there was the
sound above of some one roshing through the
ball. It eame nearer, and the Doctor paused
and listened, I, of course, doiug lizewise.

In another instant a form leaned over the ban-
nister and a face locked down upon na. It was
the face of a woman and was oue of rare beauty.
A pale complexion, features exquisitely formed,
jet black bair floating above in wavy masses,
dark eyes of wonderful depth—these were what
I saw at the first glance.

And that first glance was all. The Doctor
halted and spoke sharply and sternly:

*“Marion, go to your room!”

There was the sound of low laughter, and
guickly as it appearsd the vision vanished.

I looked inquiriogly at Dr. Slean, but he only

sald:

“Your time isup, I believe, Mr. Dennping. 1
will bid you night James, show this
gentleman out.”

There was no appeal from this decided dis-
missal, and besides, a8 the Doctor said, it was
time for me to start back to the Clarion office.

A moment later I was in the outer air, and
was about to start off at a brisk walk, for it
was past midoight, and no street-cars were run-
ping.

But before I wes ten feet from the door a soft
voice floated through the air. It simply said,
“Sir’” and then there was silence.

I halted, and looked to the right, and the left,
and upward. I soon discerned a white arm ex-
tended from an upper window of the asylum. Jt
made a beckoning mation, to which 1 responded
with a wave of the hand

Then a crumpled bit of paper dropped from
the hand, and fell to the ground near me.

“Did you get it?” said the voice.

“Yes,” | whispered.

“Then go; read it: and have pity on me!”

The arm was drawn within and [ was lofs
alone in the mocnlight

“Here 18 & mystery.” I thought, hastening
away, for there was no time to loiter.

I set off for the Clarion office with long and
rapid strides, pansing only onea by a street lamp
to read the paper that had been thrown from
the window of the asylum. ls contained these
words:

“l saw you with the doetor. Baut he did not
bring you to my room. For pity's sake help me
out of this dreadful place. Come nnder the
windnw te-morrow at midoight There i no
time to writ« mors, '

Hera was foud for thonght. The handwriting
was beautifal, though peculiar. It was plainly
that of a cultivated woman and was of & kind to
attract attention and inspire interest in the
writer. | speculated, during my walk to the
Clarion office, on whether Dr. Sloso had lent
bimself to the of some evil-minded per-
son; and whether there was imprisoned within
those bleak stone walis some wvieti ps 3

fair young girl—of greed, revenge or secre: plot-
1 resoived to do my work as quickly as possi-
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bie, then give the subject deliberate thought;
and in the meantime say nothing to asybody
regarding the strange incident which perhans
might develop into a biz sensation for the col-

.amos of the Morniog Clarion.

PART II1.

The next morning I arose from bed at eleven
o'clock—somewhat earlier than usunl. It was
my “day off,” and I bad formed plans of my
own. After making arrangements to carry
them into execution [ sauntered into the office
of the Clarion. It was about two o'cloek in the
afternoon, and the other reporters had oot yet
arrived. [ lit a pipe, sat down in a chair, leaned
back, and gave myself up to smoking and re-
flection. 1 had fu!ly made up my mind what to
do regarding Dr. Sloan’s asylum and the mys-
terious note: but thera still remained an hour
for repose and careful reflection.

Soon Wilbur eame in.

“Hello, Deoning,” was his greetineg. ““Yon
wrote your asylum report up in very good shape.
A little dry perbaps— then he paused.

“Well,” I replied, ‘‘there really was no ma-
terial for anything very sparkling. And the
subject was hardly cna to color very highly.”

‘“Very true., But ] poticed another thing.”

“What was i1/

“There seamed to be a tone of
throughout the whole report.”

“How so!” I asked, with a sudden feeling of
confusion, which, however, I made a resolute
effort to suppress.

“it.was as if there was somethiog back of
everything you wrote-—a kind of sbhady air of
mental qualification.”

Wilbur's penetration did not surprise me very
much. He was a keen critic and & skillful de-
tector of moods. [ simply replied:

“I admit that I wae caraful about one thing—
not to make the report read like a twenty-cent-
a-line ‘pufl.’” ‘

“*Yes, ol course, but you ought pot to be ioaf-
ing sbou® this dingy old office on your day off.
Go into the conntry and get some fresh air.”

Half ac hour later 1 set out for Dr. Sloan's
asylum, with two compsnions. We went toa
point about a hundred feet from the entrance,
and balted.

“Now,”" gaid 1, to my two friends, “‘wait here
until | disappesar within the docrs of the asylum,
and then go back to the eity. There 12 probably
not more than ons chance in five thousand that
soything out of the way will happen, butin
view of that one chance, you wili be witnesses
a8 to where | was last seen % this particalar
afternoon.”

“All rieht,
forever——"

“Never mind,” I interrupted. ‘“Eemember,
both of you, that not a word is to be said to a
living person of this expedition.”

They then turned away and I proceded to my
destination. Five minutes later | was seated in
Dr. Sioan's reception-room waiting for an inter-
view, and in a very short time the Doctor ap-
peared.

“Oh, it's you,” he said, as he came prompily
forward and shook me by the hand. It was
quite avident that he had recently left the din-
ner table, and was in good humor.

*‘I read your report this morning with a good
deal of interest,” he added. “It was very fair—
very fair, indeed; though it seema to me that
you took an extraordinary amount of trouble—
coming out here at midnight.”

“0), we are used to that,” 1 replied. *We go
to all sorts of places at all sorts of hours.”

“And you doubtless like to take people off
their guard once in a while,” he said, laughiog.
“Perbaps, for instance, you expected to make
some sausational discoveries last night.”

“I don’t know what the expectations of Wil-
bur, our city editer, were. As for myself, I ex-
peeted nothing, and-—"

“Voucd nothing,” interrupted the Doctor.

“Found mothing—except, verhaps & eciune,” I
replied, looking at hin steadily.

“A elue to what?”

“You will pardon me,” I answered, "‘but we
reporters are  accustomed to sieze upon small
cireumstances and follow them up. It isso
much a part of our ealling that we become, in a
measure, detectives, We know muchi more
thao we print, and it is often a more serious
question with us what news to suppress than
what to publish.”

*“Yes,” said Dr. Sloan, with a searching look,
as if endeavoriog to comprebend the drifs of
my remarks

“For instance,” | continued, “I did not say in
my revort this morning that there was one pa-
tient in the asylum aroond whom clusters a
mystery, a beautiful woman who suddenly ap-
peared rununing through one of the halls and who
as quddenly disappeared: who claims to be in-
carcerated unjustly, and who seeks aid from
the outside world.”

The cocter stared at me very hard during this
brief speech, and his urbane manner quickly
changed into a look of s20rn and rage.

*What do you mean!” he demanded.

“I am only telling you what did not appear in
the report of my visit to this iostitution last
pight.”

“Wo#. why should soy such thing have ap-

reserve

Dennping. Fare thee well, and if

*“] am sure there is 0o need of asking
me that question, Doetor.” risd

“Come, BOW, young replied the man,”Doctor,

grufily, *I suppose you think you have put this
thiog in & very dramatic manoer. But I bate
enigmas, and despise saying things for mere ef-
fect. Be kind ecough to state your meaniog
explicitly.”

“] am sure vou know in part, at least, what I
refer to. You romember the woman, or girl,
whom vou ordered to her room as we were de-
scencing the stairs Iast night. I did not see her
during our tour of the institution, and eaught
only that one glimpse just before leaving. But
she communicated with me—"

“Whar!”

“She threw anote from ber window after I
reached the open air. In it she begeed me to
help her escape from this dreadful place.”

“Oh! is that all!” said the Doctor, asif the
affair was a mere trifie.

“All!" I echoed.

““You don’t mean to say that vou attach any
importance to a few lines scribbled by a crazy
woman!”

“Well, gir, we are into the subjeet now, and
we might as well go to the bottom of it. How
do 1 know she is crazy! She may be the vietim
of a conspiracy. She wrote an intelligent note,
expressing herself in brief and explicit style
She appealed for help. Her writing is that of
one who has had culture. My interest is excited,
and | am determined to pursue the subjeot to
the end.” :

Dr. Sloan began to shoW signs of agitation,
and Peontinned:

*It would make an excellent newspaper story.
We reporters. you are aware, are always on the
look-ont for so-called ‘sensations.’ I can say
that the Clarion pever prints anything without
being rure of its ground. Oftentithes, when we
apoarently plunge into guesawork, we are forti-
fied by more faeta than ever emerge from the
secrecy of our private desks. From this you will
understand my object i coming here to-dayv.”

“I ean’t say that it 15 perfoclly clear to me,”
replied Dr. Sloan,

“I simply desire to give you an opportunity
to make explanations, so that I may injure
neither you nor the Clarion by publishing—"

“You scoundrel!” exclaimed the Doector.
“Print a word of it if you dare.”

*“Oh, very well, sir, if that is all you have to
say | may as well go.”

“Wait! Whatare you going to do™ Dr
Sloan was strongly agitated, though he still
preserved his imperious manaer.

“Impossible to say, sir,” [ -replied.
to eonsult with Wiibor. "

“I could have you thrown into one of my
cells, and you would never see day light again!”
said the Doctor in a threatening voice.

“I am not afraid of that. If I should not
turn up at the Clarion on time your institation
would be searched from cellar to garret.”

“Ah! Then you have already directed suspic-
ion toward the institution?

“By no meaps. Two of my friends know
where | am—that's all. 1f I shonld be missing
they would know where to look. They thisk it's
aprank on my part. They have not the shadow
of a suggestion of my errand here. | assure you
of this, upon my honor.”

“H'm! Idon't know what that is worth,” ejae-
ulated the Doctor, and then he turned from me
and began to pace the roem. 1 could see that
he was engaged in a mental argument, and wait-
ed patiently. Finally he halted, faced me, and
said:

“Come.”

He bad evident!y reacbed s conelusiop, and
was about to act upon it He left the room, and
I followed him, with feslings of the liveliest
curiosity. We proceedad through the hall
toward the front part of the buildicg, and halted
before a door. The Doctor knocked, and almost
instautly the door opened and a middle-aged,
matrocly-loocking woman appeared. The Doetor
whispered an inquiry into her ear, to which she
responded briefly.

**You ean be excused.” said Dr. Sloan, and the
woman walked slowly down the hall

“Come.” again said the Doetor to me, and we
entered the room.

The apartment had a homelike look, and was
furnished with every applianece of comfort—and
almost luxury. Thers were easy chairs, a couch,
a book-case, & piano, a writing-desk, a table cov-
ered with books and papers; the walls were
hung with pietures, and the floor was covered
with a rich, soft carpet.

At the writing desk sat a wéman. The pro-
file view which was presented showad her to be
of rare beauty. She was writiug, and paid no
attention to our sntrance.

“Marion,” said the doetor, in & kind voice.

“Just a moment,” she replied. “lam in the
midst of an idea.”

“This gentiemen would like to speak to you.”

I was abonut to utiter a protest when the wo-
man spoke.

“Oh, wall, it will keep,” she said.  “Or if I
lose 1tno harm will be doce I have plenty more.
I just bubble over with ideas!”

With these words she laid down her pen and
turned toward us witha smile. There waa a lu-
dicrous excess of affability 1 her tone and man-
per; and ber large brilliant eyes had that restless
glitter that is always the accompaniment of a
mind disturbed. The Doector quietly withdrew
and I felt an uncomfortable thrill at being left
alons with the beantifal lunstie.

She immediately began to talk volably,

“I have
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**So glad to see yon,” she tittered. Such an
honor. Have you come to take me back to earth
again? Because if you have [ won’t go. Yon see
I have made np my mind that thisis a pretty
good place, after all.”

“Let me think,” sha added. "I have now
lived on the moon—well, it doesn’t matter how
many years. | shall stay awhile longer—long
enough to finish my memoirs. Would you like
to read the last chapter! Here it is.”

She handed me a mass of manuseript, at
which I glanced mechanieally, and gave an in-
voluntary start. It was in the same pecullar,
elegant hand-writing as the note which had
been flung from the window the night before.

I began to read the manuseript. It was an in-
coherent jumble of fragmentary sentenoces,
without plan or meaning.

1 pitied the woman, but took eare not to be-
tray any such feeling by word or look. I cared
not to prolong the interview, and termiuated it
as quickly as possible. This was .not difficuls,
for her attention was easily divertea from one
object to another.

Every look from her eves and every word
from her lips showed her to be an uandoubted
lanatie.

OUn leaving the room 1 found the matroniy-
looking woman waiting in the hall, as I stepped
away she quickly entered. The sound of shrill
laughter came from the room and rang in my
ears until I again reached Dr. Sloan’s office

“Well, are you satisfied” was his grim in-
quiry.

*'Perfectly,” I replied.

“1 will relate to yon a bit history,” =aid the
Doctor. “Fifteen years ago that woman was s
fresh and beantiful girl. I met her, loved her
and married her—"

“‘Dr. Sloan,” ] interrupted, earnestly, *donot,
I beg of you, revive any painful memories, I
ask to know nothing, aud I sincerely beg your
pardon for my mistaken zeal.”

The Dosctor waved his hand as if to enjoin si-
lence.

**She is a lunatic by inheritance, Lut no one
ever told me of the taint in her blood. It devel-
oped two years after our marriage, and after the
first shock of the discovery I devoted myself to
a study of her case. By degrees I became infat-
uated with the subject of diseased minds. It
was my only relaxation, so to speak, and it soon
took tpe form of a pursuit which absorbed all my
energies. That is why you see me now, manag-
ine an institution of this kind. No one within
these walls knows that Marion was my wife,
She does not know it herself. She is peaceadle
and tolerably happy most of the time. She en-
joys the distinction of being the only patient
n]::;der this roof that I consider absolutely incar-
able.”

The last words were spoken with a tioge of
bitterness, which was quickly suppressed, how-
ever, as the Doctor added:

*If you respond to-night to the appeal in her
note, you will bave your trouble for nothing.
She will have forgotten all about it.”

‘I shall not make the test,” I replied, eagerly.
‘I again beg your pardon, and shall hold in pro-
fonm'l respect tbe confidence you have reposed

o me.”

*1 believe you,” replied Dr. Sloan, and then
be dismissed the subjest. 1 thought I deteeted
a struggle of painful emotions behind his grim
exterior, but did not feel at liberty to add anoth-
er word to the conversation.

1 soon tock my departure, and the next day
resumed my duties. But the sensational item
to whieh I thought I had a clue never saw light
in the columus of the Morning Clarion.

The eventa I have related are now twenty
years old. I have violated no confidence in tear-
iog this leaf cut of my note-boock and sesting
down the incidents in ecosvected form. The
actors in the episode are dead, the names given
are fictitions, and no one can suffer from this
first revival of an incident which so long ago
was safely consigned to a seoret drawer of
my private desk and labeled, “a suppressed
sensation.”

e

England Desires Harrison's Defeat,
The People, London.

The Republican eonvention sssembled at
Chicago has selected Mr. Benjamin Harrison as
its representativs in the presidential eleciion by
s large majority over Mr. Blaine. The defeat
of Mr. Blaioe is a matter for considerable con-
gratulation among Englishmen. For that astute
politician vot only represents some of the most
objectionable aspects of American political life,
but he is also no friend to England, and is the
nominee of the Irish party. Ino the contest be-
tween Mr. Harrison aud Mr. Cleveiand. how-
ever, it is not to Mr. Harrison that this counntry
should wish suceess. For the question at issue
is, broadly speaking, a question of free-trade
sgainst protection. If Mr. Clevelana should be
re-clected the United States tariff will be
modified very materiaily in the direction of free-
trade, a resuit which cannot, of course, fail o
be bensficial to the trade of other countries, and
especially of our own. President Cleveland in
sccepting bis nomination by bis own party bas
abstained, from motives of prudence,

James Whitcomb Riley,
(Wethout ary apology.)
I got to thinkin' of him--as sometimes a feller will—
Of the aiﬁht he give a lectur’ to the folks in Shelby-
v
An’ we set up ontil daylight, as them lecturers some-
times do--
A-talkin' of 4 hundred things that mightn't int'rest
vou;
I mind l:l;o things he rattled off that night, in boyish

g ]
Recitations he recited to a andienee of me;
How Iblmuthod ontil the lan’lord eome in an’ ast us to
’ —
So I got to thinkin' of him, an' that night at Shelby-
-

ille.

Then he'd kind o' quit his nonsense, an' we'd settle

dowr a speil,

Tell Jim "ud turn upon me an' b1in agin---*‘Dey’ tell

'Bout the time I went to Frankiin fer the Babtist
Cotlege folks!™

Axn’I'd stretch my mouth acrost my face, all ready fer
the jukeﬂ;

But he'd branch off in & story] 'bout the “Merry
Workers" band,

That 'nless vou knowed the “Workers™ yon ¢'d hard-
1y understand;

I ¢'d hear myself a-swallerin’, the room 'ud seem so

still—
So I got lto thinkin' of him an' that night at Shelby-
ville.

I got to thinkin® of him--like "twas jest & vear ago—

Fer time, that flies so fast in dreams, in alminicks is
slow;

He was ;rorkin' like & beaver,
lecturn’ there,

An' a-writin’ on the railroad cars, in taverns—ever's
where,

Printin' poems in the papera, speakin’ pisces at the
fairs,

An' him sn' me a-travelin’, now sn’ then, around in
I";l‘e:

An' he seemed to think "at e was no account at all--
bat still,

I got mlt‘ninkin' of him, an’ that night at Shelby-
ville.

lecturn' bere an'

I got to thinkin' of Lim--an’ the bappy [*Days gone

Tell the sweet *'0ld fashioned roses” seemed to bloom
agin--and die;
An' lhh.‘asfr bim talk agin about *AMy bride that is to

When he'd come to “‘Grigsby station” jest to havea
. night weth me;
I kin see him settin' down agin, to give the Princes

rock,

When “The frost was on the pumpkin sn’ the corn
was in the shoek."”

An' I hear a laughing voice I loved, with music in its

ST ot :.:—thinking of him, an’ that night in Shelby-
v o

So I set here an’ I wonder ¢f 1 know jest what it
mneans:

When T see 'em print his poetry in all the magarines;

An' ] see bhim on the platform with the James and
Howells set,

An' hear t‘l':e people sayin’, “'He's the best one of ‘em

-

An' I keep a winkin' back the tears that make my fool
eyes shine,

Fer I conldn’t feel no prounder ef he'd ben a boy of
mine:

Fer he's jest the same old Riley, an’ he'll be the same
Jim still,

*At ha';ss the might "at him an’ me set up at Shelby-

ille.
~—Robert J. Burdette, in Brooklyn Kagle,
— --—+—-—-—

If We Had But a Day.

We should £ill the hours with the sweetest things
If we bad but a day: -

Ve should drink alone at the purest springs

) In our upward way

We should love with a life-time's love in a hour
1f the hours were few;

We should restmot for dreams, but far fresher power,
To be and to do.

We should guide our wayward or wearied wills
By the elearest light:

We should onur eves on the heavenly hills
f they lay in sight;

We should trample the pride and the discon‘e-®
Beneath our feet:

We should take whatever a good God sent
With a trust complete.

We should waste no moments in weak regret
If the day were but one
If what we remember and what we forget
Went out with the sun:
We should be from our elamorons selves set {ree
To work or to prar,
And to be whas the Father would have us Ley
IT we bad but a day.
—Mary Lowe l)!ftil, .
————

Written for the Sonday Jonrnal.
A Meamnory.

The rose's heart is red, so red;

The thrush's song is sweel. 50 swhat:
The river lies. a flame of biue,

I'he moru is gulden and complete.

I bear her volen amid the reeds,
Alike no other melody;

My name. across the echuing wold,
On wings of wind is borze to me.

1 reach ont—ah' my rose-red dreesam’
Gray shreds of gause in ochirs light
slow along the water's trai
Into the olive veil of night

HUMOR OF THE DAY
¥or Sheort, .

Time, L :
Sundsy-school teacher—What is Jacob some-
times ealled?! (meaning Israsl ) o
Little boy—He is sometimes called Jake, iy

e ———

Not Bo Bad as It Might Be.
Texas Eiftings,
;tt)—mh'! you

Customer (getting his halr
nio off a piece of that ear then

Barber (reassuringly)—Yes, sab, »
piece; but not ‘nough to effect de hearin', sah.

—
After Taking.
Time.
Don’t take any stock in what the
about the woods in hot weather. m

hottest hole under the dome, and
mosquitos working by the job.

- —
The Queer Part of It.
Timea,

Holton—I had a strenge dream ﬂn‘ I
dreampt [ went to heaven and saw you
Bickerstaff—Waelll
Liolton—Well, that's the strange part of it
—_————— —
At the Beaside,
Burlington Free Press,

She (bathing for the firsf time in her new
suit)—Why, Charles, how strangel Itfeels juss
as though I had my shoes on.

Charles—Hold up your foot, and let's ses.

She (screaming)—Why, 1t's & crab,

——
A Gentle Beminder,
Time.

Bobbrmmdm:mbrvuhmm
“So you are learning to spell, are you Bobbyt™
“Yeos, 1 can spell first rate vow.”
"}-;tmebh.:lry?lﬂllm.d.' &

*] don’t believe I can spell bread, ugtie;

I can spell a small plecs of cake” "

—— et

7io Succumbed,
Time.

Ed—De you love me, Lenal
J.;nn—lthinkn. I dream of you every
> Ed:-WInt is your dream? :
Leoa—I see you at Tiflany's—looking atdis
mond rings »

are
full of

——
Hellad Her
Boston Transcript.

A Cape msn had been living fifteen yoars with
his second wife. One was orthodox—the other
wasn't. One day Mrs. Brown overheard her
husband and a neighbor discussing the

*“What do you know about hell?™ said she.

“I guess I know somethine,” came the answer,
*“Tve lived there the last fteen years, and what
A man ‘speriences he knowa.”

= A Erilliant Werk,
me.
News Editor—~Have you seen the latest
govell
Literary Fditor—Yes.
T enl. by AR reviewing
terary itor—I've just fi
it for the next pumber,
News Editor—Finest thing T ever read!
Literary Editor—Iudeed! 11 take it hometo-
nighs and read it )

—

-

- ‘ Gm l'"".

New York Sun.

Old Gentleman (to daughter)—and so you
have promised to marry yoong Sampson?

Daughter—Yes, papa, and &ohy is sot, and
j:‘tl.:n minister selected, snd we are to go

urope,

01d Gentleman (timidly)~My desz, I have
great favor to ask of you

Daughter—What is it, papal

Old Gentieman—If I'm pot asking too

:lwl,d you miud sending me cards to the wed-
og

)
"

————

Not That Far Aloag,
Boston Transcript.
The other day a Ken who
s good Saal of Ethan Am rase m“
st Moutpelier with Col. George W. Hookes,

and saw the equestrian statue to Ethan Alles,
the soldier. *l say, old fellow,” sald the Keo-
tuckian, “we think & mightly beap of horess in

Kentueky but we have never erected & menus
ment Lo a dead one yotr."

e l—
Hle Seems to “ n‘v“h
Fall River Advance.

It there 13 anything that will t
man down with bis nose to the




